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NOTE 

These Poems and Songs are published by the 

> 
sister of the late Maria Bell, in the hope that 

they may give pleasure and help to others as 

they have done to her. The author died very 

suddenly at daybreak on May 3rd, 1899. 
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LIFE 

We wake to life with feeble cry, 
Helpless on mother's breast to lie^— 

And then, 
Short playtime among grass and flowers, 
Long-seeming years of lesson-hours — 

And then, 
A poet's love-dream, sweet and brief, 
A friendship tender past belief — 

And then, 
A busy way of life that goes 
Past many graves that gape and close — 

And then, 
Old age that comes with sudden tread, 
A shaken body, heavy head — 

And then, 
Short struggle with the death alarms. 
The old earth opens mother arms — 

And then. 
Content we waken in a place 
Where Christ shall show His blessed face 

To men. 

A 
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BAPTIZED CHILDREN 

We wander out into the world, 

Baptized children all ; 
We do not greatly think of Thee, 

We hear no special call. 

Our father's God is very great, 

Virtue and truth are best ; 
Christ Jesus died for sinners' souls, 

For ours among the rest. 

One wanders north, one wanders south, 

By rugged paths or plain, 
And honest ways are hard to walk, 

Good deeds are done in vain. 

A sorrow stands across the way, 

A hill too steep to climb. 
One pauses, faint, but help is near, 

Thine ' own accepted time.' 



BAPTIZED CHILDREN 

Thy voice upon his spirit falls ; — 

' My son baptized for me, 
Are Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 

Not strong to succour thee ? ' 

But not in desert lands alone, 

Upon the heavy ear, 
Through pastures green Thy seeking voice 

Comes often soft and clear. 

The happy stillness seemeth dull 
Since once that voice is heard. 

We will rise up to follow Thee, 
We listen for Thy word. 

By many ways brought home to Thee 

Baptized children all, 
But one the Blessed voice that gives 

To each his special call. 
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IN PATMOS 

Ye see me now a worn old man, 
Ye hear my falt'ring tongue ; 

But, young men, when He died for you, 
The Christ of God was young. 

He did not wait till age should come 

With death for end of day, 
It was no feeble broken life, 

Upon the Cross that lay. 

To young men lovely in their strength 
My young dead Lord doth call, 

Through my old lips He pleadeth still. 
That loved Him best of all 

He says, ' Be strong and overcome,' 

That overcame for you ; 
He says, ' His word abides in us,' 

And all His words are true. 



IN PATMOS 

'To him that overcomes,' He saith 
He knows a young man's fear ; 

And to the tempted that would stand 
This young Christ draweth near. 

My tender Lord, He waiteth still 

A brother's part to play, 
As once to me, a human friend. 

On His dear breast I lay. 

O friendless men, O young forlorn. 

Of home and love bereft, 
This friend forsaken and despised 

With craven heart I left ! 

He leaves me here to tell the tale, 

Loved with a deeper love. 
He fain would take Him other friends 

To fill His house above. 
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THE BEGINNING OF LIVING 

A MIND to think, a heart to feel, 

Two eyes to open wide, 
And God's great world spread out for us, 

Not any place denied. 

Love deep enough that somewhere dwells 

Imagined, if unseen, 
The love of God beneath all life 

That shall be, or has been. 

Love high enough for climbing souls 

When reaching unto height. 
And wisdom wider than all worlds. 

More glorious than all light. 

Beauty that passes all our dreams, 

A grace beyond our praise. 
And loving-kindness gentler far 

Than our most tender ways. 



THE BEGINNING OF LIVING 

A guiding hand to lead us still 
Through this wide entrance-hall, 

Which openeth on the heavenly house 
That hath no end at all. 
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AN EMPTY HOUSE 

A HEART I have, God gave it, 

A human heart to love. 
And though no man may crave it. 

Its name is kept above. 
God made it, and He knows it. 

Its emptiness unstored, 
He asks it all. He chose it 

Should know no other lord. 
Because the Lord requires it 

An empty house for Him, 
Although no man desires it. 

Shall then the place be dim ? 
Shall not its open chambers 

Ee like a palace fair, 
That the great King may enter 

To take His pleasure, there? 
Shall not the house be glorious 

To which His feet may come, 
The Christ-king, all victorious, 

To seek an earthly home ? 



AN EMPTY HOUSE 

With hangings royal purple, 
And in the midst a throne, 

Wrought with the love and longing 
He claims and keeps His own. 
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WALKING THROUGH THE WORLD 

' The early song of birds is hushed,' 

The noon sun broadly glows, 
The shadeless heat is all our thought 

Through which our pathway goes. 

So many miles that must be trod 

Without a choice, of friends, 
Before the day's full task is done, 

Before the day's light ends. 

No time is left for seeking glades 
Perchance more green and cool, 

Or paths that pass by pleasant homes 
With love and laughter full. 

With one old comrade left to trudge, 

(And so most happy hailed), 
A glance exchanged each milestone marks, 

' Our strength as yet unfailed.' 



WALKING THROUGH THE WORLD ir 

We look not back nor onward far, 

We only tramp the road. 
Glad if we bear with steady feet 

Our own unlightened load. 

But sometimes on the dusty way 

A breeze one moment blows 
A living message from the place 

To which our pathway goes. 
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THE LONG AGO 

O THE Long Ago 
That will come again, 
After gloom and rain 
And winter snow ! 
The Long Ago 
That will soon be born, 
Some radiant morn, 
When west winds blow. 



We shall know its face 
First glance we meet, 
Smile swift and sweet 
In a happy place. 
No need to say, 
' Here is such a one ' : 
Were our lives not done 
When it went away ? 



THE LONG AGO 13 

O the Long Ago 
That will soon be here, 
Selfsame and as dear 
As we used to know ! 
Ah ! we saw it go, 
And we felt the lack ; 
But it 's coming back, 
The Long Ago ! 
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A THOUGHT OF HEAVEN 

But if I ever climbed to heaven 
And passed the pearly door, 

If ever weary feet of mine 
Should tread the golden floor ; 

When all the happy folk looked round 

Their happy saints to see, 
My lonely soul would stand aside 

With none to welcome me. 

Or if perchance with pity moved 

An angel took my hand, 
And led me through the shining streets 

To some celestial band, 

I should be waiting, foolish heart, 

And longing still to hear 
Some human step, some human voice, 

Some words of human cheer. 



A THOUGHT OF HEAVEN 15 

The golden harps of pleasant sound, 

The Holy, Holy Choir, 
Ah me ! God's praises are too high. 

My heart too soon would tire. 

And yet, methinks from out the crowd 

From my too glorious place. 
If I should see some far-off glimpse 

Of my Lord's blessed face, 

I should forget my lack of love. 

My poor and barren praise, 
And lay me at those wounded feet 

That trod earth's roughest ways. 
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ANOTHER THOUGHT OF HEAVEN 

Once of an empty heaven I dreamed, 

And I a stranger there ; 
My God, that dread Thou hast made vain. 

My ' place Thou dost prepare.' 

That vision of a glory void 

That nought but Thou couldst fill, 

Is changed into a yearned-for home 
Where Thou art centre still. 

But at the gate no angel stands 

In snowy pomp of light, 
To blind me with his flash of wings. 

His calm smile seraph-bright. 

Dear eyes of gentle mother love, 

Soft hands I long to kiss, 
My blessed saint's kind arms will clasp 

And welcome me to bliss. 



ANOTHER THOUGHT OF HEAVEN 17 

She will be glad to see her own, 

With gladness none can share, 
For no one but her God and she 

Knew all her wrestling prayer. 

So none can know the flood of joy 
That will make heaven more sweet, 

When she and I go hand in hand 
Up to her Saviour's feet. 
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COMPENSATIONS 

Into the empty lands, 

He understands. 
To leave each pleasant way, 

And God obey ; 
To leave the kindly folk, 

And wear Christ's yoke, 
Choosing to walk alone, 

A path Christ-known; 
To lose my hope of earthly love most dear. 

The perfect love lies here. 

But human hearts are deep, 

So Christ must keep ; 
The ends of life so great. 

The door so strait ; 
Heaven lies so faint and far. 

So near sins are ; 
Fair earth for man was made, 

Ah 1 trust betrayed ; 
Is there no home that God with man may share ? 

Christ doth a place prepare. 
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HOPELESSNESS AND HOPE 

When life grows long, and friendly greetings few, 

When blessfed seems the old, not ours the new ; 

When happiness and grief lie both behind. 

When only sameness we can look to find, — 

How do the heart and soul their vigour nurse 

To one last longing for the best or worst, 

The universal dreadful judgment-call, 

That shall for once and always settle all ! 

When to our places we shall all fall in. 

And the great muster of mankind begin. 

When we shall hear, and, in our Captain's voice. 

Eternal sentence, sorrow or rejoice ; 

When we shall find, ah ! hope by Christ His grace, 

With our ' dear dead ' a homely dwelling-place. 
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IN PARADISE 

Instead of the cruel fire 
That should burn his stained soul clean, 
He is walking over the heavenly grass 
By the river of life, so green. 

Instead of a weary age 

Of penance and lonely pain, 

A sudden step to the happy land 

That has made his dying gain. 

He meets no other eyes 

But the Lord's that died for him; 

The saints and the angels they all stand round, 

But their faces are strangely dim. 

And Mary Mother is glad. 

And smiles as she stands forgot, 

For the soul that has seen her Son and Lord 

Of her helping dreameth not. 
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REQUIESCAT IN PACE 

And he will never stumble, 

And never break a vow, 
His short, sad earthly living 

Is all forgiven now. 
My poor, unarmoured soldier. 

Not made for heat of fight, 
That died all brave and silent 

Unseen by mortal sight : 
Who knows if Christ thy Saviour, 

The Virgin Mother's son. 
Stood by His weak young brother 

Before the fight was done ? 
When flesh and heart were failing 

With mortal pain and dread, 
If more than saints and angels 

Lifted thy heavy head ? 
O Saviour, Lord of Glory, 

Where'er a sinner lies. 
Stand by his side and help him 

To peace of Paradise. 
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CHILDREN'S NEW YEAR HYMN 

Not many New Years have we seen, 
For few as yet our days have been ; 
Lord, give us early of Thy grace, 
So shall we love each New Year's face. 

The road we go is rough, they say, 
Lord, guide and guard us all the way ; 
Let this New Year our starting see 
In walking all our days with Thee. 

Too long we 've played in meadows sweet 
Where snares are laid for careless feet ; 
We have not tried with heart and mind 
The straight and narrow way to find. 

Not skilful we, but Christ is strong, 
He wisely, softly, leads along ; 
He goes before, we only keep 
The path He shows His silly sheep. 



CHILDREN'S NEW YEAR HYMN 23 

Each New Year's Day new fields are past, 
And each new turn may be the last ; 
One reach of road may hide from view 
The home of rest we 're travelling to. 

But be our journey nearly done, 

Or be our life-walk just begun, 

We know at last Christ gives His friends 

' A Good New Year ' that never ends. 
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THE WEARY LAND 

There is a weary land afar 

Beyond a weary sea, 
And Scottish lads go sailing there, 

Go sailing out so free ; 
But back they come as weary men 

A weary life to dree, 
Or find their graves with outland folk 

Beyond the outland sea. 



HEAVINESS 25 



HEAVINESS 

A LONG and heavy journey, 

A weary, burdened way; 
Ah ! open up the portals 

Of the oncoming day. 
We wait, and faint, and languish 

That fairest dawn to see, 
We sicken in our longing, 

O happy land, for thee ! 
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A PARABLE 

Therk grew a wood of stately trees 
A gentle height that crowned, 

Our childish eyes had never sought 
To pass that leafy bound. 

We heard the breezes whisper soft 
Among their tops that played, 

We gladly passed the summer noons 
Beneath their kindly shade. 

But once there came a rougher wind, 
A night of storm and moan. 

And in the morn upon the grass 
A goodly oak lay thrown ; 

And ghmpses of the plain beyond 
Through that sad space were seen, 

And winds from o'er a rugged land 
Blew through our broken screen. 



A PARABLE 27 

More wide it yawns with every year, 

That gap we could not fill; 
And few, alas ! the scattered steins 

That crest the wind-swept hill. 
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THE SONGLESS YEAR 

When the spring comes back 

And the days grow long, 
Comes the old long lack 

Of the unsung song. 
When the spring comes back 

And the skies are blue, 
And there 's nothing seen 

Or heard of you. 
When the spring comes back 

And the summer grows, 
And the garden 's sweet 

With the red, red rose. 
When the summer 's here 

And the sun 's aflame. 
And never a word 

Of the unnamed name. 
When the summer faints 

And the autumn 's cold. 
And tales worth telling 

Are never told. 
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DECEMBER 21ST, 1881— APRIL 28TH, 1882 

When the heart is sore and bruised, 

When the home is bare ; 
When the kindest loves have left us, 

Jesus, answer prayer. 

Hear Thy saint's unwearied pleading 

For her children left. 
Send the comfort and the soothing 

To the house bereft. 

Cheer us, keep us, watch us closely, 

Make us own Thy love 
Which has called our own most precious 

To their rest above. 
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MOTHER LOVE 

O MOTHER, are you lonely, 
As we are lonely here ? 

Do you see all our trouble, 
Our heaviness and fear ? 

O mother, are you grieving 
To see your children sad ? 

And do you know the reasons 
For all the grief we 've had ? 

O sweet and tender mother, 
Pray for us where you dwell, 

And we may feel the soothing 
Whose source we cannot tell. 

O mother, since you left us 
No love like yours we know, 

We shall not lose the longing 
In haste your path to go. 



MOTHER LOVE 31 

Sometimes across the distance, 

The dreary space between, 
A sudden impulse urges 

To see as we are seen. 

To see you, hear you speaking, 

No more to stand outside, 
But enter in and claim you, 

Our mother dear, who died ; 

Our mother who has loved us 
Through life, and death, and bliss. 

Our mother who is waiting 
To clasp us and to kiss. 

Dear Jesus ! Thou hast known it, 

The mother love we crave. 
Then comfort us and use it 

To cheer, and help, and save. 
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APRIL 28th 

No flowers upon her grave we lay, 

No special tears we shed, 
Because we mourn her every day. 

And miss our ' dearest dead.' 

All through our life her presence goes, 

Her name is sweetest still ; 
We think of her when pleasure comes. 

Are glad she 's spared from ill. 

Why should her children's lips be dumb 

Of her they love the best ? 
Why should her pleasant ways be lost 

Eecause her soul must rest ? 

Should not we speak of all she was. 

Repeat the words she said ? 
Treasure the works her hands have done, 

Walk where her feet have led ? 



APRIL 38th 33 

Should not we show that still there shines 

A light before our way, 
A light of love that never dies, 

But steady shines each day ? 

The promise of a perfect love 

We hope to come to yet, 
When she who bade us love the Lord 

And we with Christ have met. 
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C. B. B. 

The time is long without you, 

I weary for the day 
When, all the waiting over, 

I too shall come away ; 

When with your hand to hold me 
(As once you clung to mine) 

I shall go through the valley 
And see the city shine. 

When with your arm about me 
I shall look up and see 

Souls faithful and beloved, 
Long dear to you and me ; 

Familiar, friendly faces 

To make of heaven a home, 

To strengthen me for gazing 
On holy sights to come. 



C. B. B. 35 

When all the lonely trying 

To make the best of earth 
Shall pass and be forgotten 

In heaven's first sob of mirth. 

When doubt, and grief, and aching 

Shall all be gone and fled, 
And spirit, soul, and body 

Be glad in Christ the Head. 
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NOVEMBER 4TH, 1882 

O MOTHER, fair and kindest, 

We keep thy day of birth. 
Thou in thy festal heaven. 

We on the waiting earth. 
O mother, fair and kindest. 

That wished no gift from me, 
On thy first heavenly birthday 

I send my love to thee. 
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GLENDOICK, 1878 

With half-reluctant feet we turned 

To tread once more the happy land, 
To see the dream-remembered home, 

On long-belovbd soil to stand. 
We found it dearer than our dreams, 

Than all our fancies far more fair, — 
The very gardens of our youth. 

The summer gladness waiting there. 
And sweet across the empty years, 

The old familiar pleasures blown 
Made happy all the air we breathed, 

A homely bliss too long outgrown. 
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THE FIR HILL, GLENDOICK 

We know the land we love the best, 
And there we cannot stay ; 

But also He that made our hearts 
Knows they are sad to-day. 

He knows the homely love and grief, 

The tender, parting pain. 
The hidden ties that bind us here 

Where our long dead remain ; 

The brightness, of the morning sun, 

The softness of the eve. 
The pleasure of the autumn fields 

That, loving, we must leave. 

And if to each in God's good time 
Is given his heart's desire. 

Upon these happy hills our feet 
May wander and not tire ; 
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The pleasant places that to us 

Seem best of all, be given, 
And the old home we lose on earth 

Be found our own new heaven. 
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THE CARSE 

The bonny birks are growing green, 
The birds sing sweet on every spray, 

But where our May of life has been 
A stranger's foot must tread to-day. 

The young larch waves his perfumed head. 
The primrose grows beside the burn, 

The air is with their fragrance fed ; 
But when, alas ! shall we return ? 

O summer days so calm and still, 

Long hours we never thought too slow ! 

O peaceful carseland, breezy hill. 
And misty life of long ago ! 

The craggy heights we used to climb 
Are tapestried still with fern and briar ; 

Each ledge is filled with sweet wild thyme, 
And whins ablaze with golden fire. 
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A fragrant breeze comes o'er the heart, 
Fresh blowing from those early flowers, 

And long-forgotten visions start 
And call to us from happy hours. 

By other streams we now must roam. 
In mountain lands men call more fair ; 

But o'er the blue hills lies our home, 
And in our dreams we still are there. 
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THE TWO LADIES 

They hang upon my wall, 
Two faces sweet and dim ; 

How many summers past 
Shone bright that tarnished rim ! 

Those eyes so calm and still, 

They ever seem to say : 
' What matters all you think 

Of such import to-day? 

We lived our lives ; we know 
(Are we not of your race ?) 

That divers ways may lead 
To one abiding place. 

While yet our days were young, 

One faded into death ; 
She lies — you know the place — 

Where aspen wavereth. 
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The fir-trees o'er her grave 
Are green as they were then, 

Though in her home and yours 
Are feet of other men. 

One lived, and after years 

Of peace, a happy wife, 
She entered through death's gate 

On the one endless life. 

Work only through your time. 

It may not be for long, 
And griefs and joys alike 

Are preludes to Heaven's song.' 
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THE LAIRD'S FUNERAL 

Out of the silent chamber, 
Down the broad oaken stair, 

Through the wide open doorway 
Into the chill March air. 

Past his old oaks and beeches, 
Under his budding limes, 

Carry him slow, and with him 
Bury the good old times. 

The naked branches shiver, 
The rustling feathers wave, 

As down the pathway passes 
The old laird to his grave. 

Past well-known fields and hedges. 
Over the new-ploughed soil. 

After a long life journey 
Come to an end of toil ; 
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Down to the silent corner, 

The poplar-shaded place, 
'Mid fields his own no longer. 

Still refuge of his race. 

There lay him down and leave him 

In blessed hope and sure. 
That he has found in heaven 

A home that shall endure. 
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' HE WALKED WITH GOD : AND HE WAS 
NOT ; FOR GOD TOOK HIM ' 

All through the dreary winter 

From him no murmur rose, 
Though in the frozen trenches 

Lay deep the drifting snows. 
He moved among his sappers 

With cheery smile and word, 
His blood no glorious war-shout 

Of charging squadrons stirred. 
No place for deeds of daring, 

While from the distant town 
The shells were falling round him. 

No voice spoke his renown. 
The chilly eve had gathered, 

Down sank the wintry sun. 
And from his post he turned him, 

His time for watching done. 
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Far o'er the parting waters 

His happy fancy flew, 
To dream of fields familiar, 

'Neath skies for ever blue ; 
'Mid yellow waving grasses 

With beeches arching o'er. 
An old house all in sunlight, 

An ever open door ; 
Soft sounds of rustling branches, 

Sweet scents of fragrant limes. 
To peep through western windows 

The starry jasmine climbs. 



Ah ! nearer than he dreamed, 

Along the twilit road, 
Among the valley shadows. 

Stood wide the gates of God. 
A sacred threshold waiting 

For tread of weary feet, 
A better home preparing, 

A resting more complete. 
A flash like distant lightning, 

A hurtling overhead. 
For sound of greeting voices. 

The call of death instead. 
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They found him lying quiet, 

A smile upon his face, 
The smile of one who steppeth 

Into a well-known place. 
A home he long had looked for 

By shorter path to gain ; 
For him the sudden glory, 

For us — the life-long pain. 
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A HOME 

A FAIRYLAND to childish eyes, 

A Paradise of play, 
To sweet youth years a fitting place 

For all delights to stay. 

To manhood's heart a sober good 
Too close for praise or blame ; 

A home grown up 'neath kindred sight, 
A hundred years the same. 
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MARCH 13TH, 1855 

They knew him just, and kind, and tri 
And when his life had end, 

His soldiers wept for him they called 
Their captain, comrade, friend. 

They raised a cross, and laid him dowi 

Beneath Crimean sod ; 
But sixteen years his soul hath seen 

The blessed Hght of God. 

And the bright story of his life. 

Of duty humbly done, 
Is writ for aye in kindred hearts 

That prize that soldier son. 

1871. 
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DUNBARNIE 

MARCH 2ZND — APRIL 17TH 

The low green hills laugh to the skies, 
White clouds across the blue, 

Whose shadows fleck the April earth. 
The sunny fields we knew. 

The old trees brave with leafy buds, 

Crows circling overhead ; 
Our father's house all unremoved. 

Though his last son be dead. 

The kirkyard where our kindred sleep 

Lies fair upon the brae. 
Their quiet dust is undisturbed 

For grief of ours to-day. 

There is no room for other graves 
Nor need to break their rest, 

For far away in other lands 
They die, that we love best. 
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MY FRIEND 

Who knows my friend and loves her, 
Who knows her, make reply ; 

And yet to all your praising 
A sweeter word have I. 

' I know her tall and stately, 

A very noble air ; 
I know not of her nature, 

I only know her fair.' 

' I know her very gentle. 

She is not sharp at all ; 
Poor people like her coming. 

The children hear her call.' 

' I know her quick and clever, 
With skilful, helpful hands. 

Her fingers hold the needle, 
She always understands.' 
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' I know her very humble, 
She thinks she cannot please ; 

I know her gracious kindness, 
Her wisdom and her ease.' 

Ah ! .very good your knowing, 

And very true your praise, 
You know her, and you love her 

In many outward ways. 

And yet you all must own it, 

Mine is the sweetest test. 
That best I know and love her 

Because she loves me best. 



54 SONGS OF TWO HOMES 



THE CHIMES 

Three bells up in a belfry hung, 
Side by side at once they swung, 
So who could tell how each bell rung ? 

The passers-by would stop and say, 
' The bells are pealing loud to-day ; 
Some are shrill and some are deep. 
But time together they always keep. 
Surely that has a clearer note, 
Nay, 'tis this with a wider throat, 
A tongue of brass a discord wakes 
That all completer the music makes.' 

Ah ! poor chimes that rang so long, 
Sometimes soft and sometimes strong ; 
Deeper and sweeter one voice might be. 
But it needed the clash of the others' gle 
None was perfect without the rest. 
All together they sounded best. 
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The belfry peal hath lost a tone, 

Two bells swing in the air alone — 

Clear-voiced bells that try to fill 

The waiting air with music still ; 

But as distinctly to and fro 

They ring their message loud and low, 

The passers-by have learned too well, 

As they listen in vain for the fuller swell, 

How sweet was the voice of the missing bell ! 
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D. C. G. 

It is not that our hearts are sore, 
It is not that we are not glad, 

But that from out our world has passed 
Our sister whom we always had. 

It is not that we grudge her joy, 
The deeper joy she enters now. 

But our old ways were pleasant ways, 
We loved her, and we asked not how. 

We may rejoice to see her grow 
In honour and in wifely grace ; 

We will be glad that she should fill 
What God has meant should be her pla 

But yet the past which we have known, 
In which ' we three ' were always there. 

Seems sweeter now than looking on 
To what may come for two to share. 
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E. K. B. 

A CLEAR voice speaking words of hope and cheer 
Through tears and farewells of that last long day; 
A sweet fac? shining where in gloom it lay, 
A small hand beck'ning us to come more near. 
So brave a heart that knew no doubt or fear, 
But gladly answered to the voice of One 
Who called her now but as He oft had done — 
A soft and human voice she loved to hear, 
The voice of Jesus calling through the dim, 
The voice that said, ' My sheep shall follow Me.' 
And she rose up ; her soul would follow Him, 
His call was stronger than our tears could be, 
And where we looked for death with visage grim. 
The calling Christ her happy eyes did see. 
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EDITH 

The months go on and grow to years, 
Each day its own work brings, 

And your sweet presence sometimes seems 
Among the long past things. 

But, darling, when the shadows fall 

And all the west is gold. 
And we, perhaps, are walking home. 

Just ' we three ' as of old ; 

When through the openings in the street 

We see the sun go down. 
And the black trees rise up to meet 

Soft skies of shaded brown ; 

At that still hour, less grave than night. 

More tender than the day, 
Our thoughts are busy with the name 

We do not need to say. 
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Familiar words and looks come back, 

The merry smile we knew, 
The laughter and the happy ways 

That make us long for you. 

We pass from out the gracious eve 

Into the lighted home, 
But in our hearts your place is kept 

Where no one else can come. 
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JANUARY 1ST 

Kind greetings fall around my path, 

' A happy year to you ! ' 
Ah me ! more dear the grief-filled old 

Than this so empty new. 

Last of the happy years to me, 

Dear for its months before 
The winter day, when solemn death 

Came knocking at our door. 

Last of the years that your sweet eyes 

Upon the earth should see, 
Last of the years of which I said, 

She spent this year with me ! 

The busy life goes on again, 
I pace the well-known ways, 

But no sweet soul of love looks through 
The framework of my days. 
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The silent stars are shining where 

You lie beneath the snow ; 
Ah God ! fill Thou this lonely year, 

This year she does not know ! 
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TO CECILIA 

Dear child, to whom at birth we gave 

A saint's melodious name, 
Not all her dower of sacred art 

May each Cecilia claim. 

Not unto each are fingers skilled 
To strike the heavenly lyre, 

Nor voice to soar on music's wings 
High in angelic choir. 

Yet still, methinks, some charm divine 
Should with such name be blent — 

We claim for thee the singer's heart. 
Proof of thy high descent. 

We ask that round thy happy path 

May gentle muses throng, 
To whisper in thy willing ears 

The love of noblest song. 
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The poet mind that craves the best, 

That ever seeks the fair, 
Cecilia, best shall prove thy right 

Thy saintly name to bear. 

So may thy name thy life foretell, 

Most musical, most sweet. 
And melody of words and deeds 

Attend thy onward feet. 
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ONE MORE 

One voice the less on earth, 
One more to swell the song 

That rises from the ransomed host 
About their Lord that throng. 

One step for ever still, 

One home more empty now, 

But perfect peace and glory bright 
On one more holy brow. 

One hope for ever sure, 

How many fears at rest, 
For one more son gone safely home 

Among his brothers blest. 
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A. E. M. B. 

' The Lord 's my shepherd, I '11 not want,' 

The pretty voice doth run, 
The Shepherd Psalm first loved and learned. 

Last words ere life is done. 

' My soul He doth restore again,' 

Sweet childish tongue can say, 
The blessed hope that cheers the weak 

Through hot and burdened day. 

Yea, ' death's dark vale ' hath lost its fear, 

And righteous paths are plain. 
And baby feet shall safe at last 

' Within God's house remain.' 
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RENEWING OF LOVE 

As one who carelessly should look 
Within some unregarded book, 
And find the writing of his friend, 
A note he meant long years to send 
But had forgot, and left to show 
The words he read a life ago ; 
As one whose unexpectant eyes 
Should light, unlooking for surprise, 
Upon a dead man's living thought. 
And so forget the changes wrought 
By those slow years since they had met. 
And feel his friend is with him yet ; 
As back should rush the hopes, the fears, 
The very life of those old years. 
Until should seem the air was loud 
With voices of a vanished crowd, — 
So, dearest, after long, long days 
All empty of thy blame or praise, 
Slow weeks of comfort and of ease. 
Of pleasantness that could not please, 
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Of hoping little, fearing less, 
For nothing more could much distress 
A stranger spoke thy unheard name. 
My heart rose up its right to claim, 
The parting and the strife were dead. 
The living love rose up instead ; 
And in a moment, unaware. 
The very earth grew green and fair. 
Ah, dearest ! if thy very name 
Sets wild the heart I strove to tame, 
And all the pleasant gates set ope. 
We closed behind our land of Hope ; 
Why should we still asunder stand 
And wait some interposing hand 
To span the dismal place my pride, 
I do confess me, made so wide ? 
Life waited till thy name I heard, 
Wrath lasted till that dearest word. 
And then I knew I could not bear 
The having lost my right to care ; 
And dearer far was our dispeace 
Than aught beside of love or ease. 
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HE 

When will you come to me, my love, 

Home to our home that waits, 
To that new life that lies for us 

Beyond the marriage gates ? 
If doubt of love your feet delay, 

Doubt of your maiden heart, 
Let love of mine, that is most sure. 

Act twice its willing part. 
If doubt of me (could that remain). 

Where all my life is due, 
If doubt of me one tremor leave. 

Who else assureth you ? 
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SHE 

When first I loved you, ere your heart I knew, 
My own just learning where its master stood, 
It seemed too fair a thing, too sweet, too good. 
That any bond should be 'twixt me and you. 
That breezy day beneath the dappled blue, 
While o'er the moorland light did shadow chase, 
The new strange look upon your lifted face 
Seemed like a dream of happy things come true. 
But since you spoke, since those few words that 

made 
My love no dream, and only sacred right 
To pay to thee what once I half delayed 
To give thee, fearful of a stolen delight, 
Since that dear day I am no more afraid^ 
But marvel humbly at my happy plight. 
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SOME DAYS 

Some days so short, too short — 

Days like a sudden song, 
The happy days so short and few. 

The other days so long. 
One day of summer green, 

Blue sky and branching shade, 
A soft, slow step, a gentle voice 

My heart so happy made. 
Long days of summer heat. 

Long days so bright and slow, 
And every step and every voice 

Except that voice I know. 
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MY YEAR 

My year came with the bloom 

Of pale March crocus-flowers, 
It faded 'mid the gloom 

Of chill November hours. 
The March winds blew to me 

What made the year seem sweet, 
And then the days did flee 

With all unnoticed feet. 
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LOVE 

A LOVE that does not wed for love, 
That life may be more kind ; 

A love that careth not for ease, 
That gold could never bind. 

A love that is not soon disturbed 
By any thoughts that wake, 

That friendly smile increaseth Hot, 
That scorning doth not shake. 

A love that goeth through the earth 

If he is called to roam ; 
A love that makes all places fine 

Where he has found his home. 

A love that may be swift to rise, 
But rising, doth not fall ; 

A love that knows no other change, 
But loveth once for all. 
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A love that needs not wedded bliss 

Its sacred seal to set, 
That unfulfilled could last for life, 

But never can forget. 

A love made meet for homely ways, 

If earthly home is given ; 
A love that hopeth but to learn 

A nobler love in heaven. 
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THE POET AND THE LOVER 

A Poet sang thy praises, 

And my heart sang to me, 
Though great his art, a Httle part 

Is all he knows of thee. 

' Eyes that from softest gloom look out 

With sudden glorious glow, 
Forget-me-nots in dewy nooks 

Beside a streamlet's flow ; 
Blue shining through the moss and fern 

Like stars that burn and pass, 
The glory of the summer skies 

Beneath the wave-wet grass.' 

And still my heart sang loudly. 
How bright soe'er they be. 

Come shade, come shine, those eyes are 
mine, , 

Their softest smiles for me ! 
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' Mouth never ope, but as a gate 

Whence lovely fancies stream, 
And gracious words come softly forth 

As glides a happy dream ; 
No angry rush about those doors, 

No wild confused din, 
They part in twain with silence meet 

For guests that dwell within.' 

And still my heart sang loudly. 

How gracious she may be, 
Her sweetest word is never heard 

But when she speaks to me. 

' Brow high and white, a fitting fane 

To hold my lady's mind, 
And rightly named her temples these, 

For nothing foul can find 
A resting-place above those eyes. 

Within that chiselled face, 
Where mother Nature has enstamped 

Her own most royal grace.' 

And still my heart sang loudly. 

How wise soe'er she be. 
Her deepest thought is still enwrought 

With prayers to heaven for me. 
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' Brown rippling hair all dusky dim 

With golden threads entwined, 
As if the setting sun had left 

Some roving rays behind ; 
Crisp waving in the breezy air, 

And shining round her head. 
As in quaint pictures haloes bright 

Round saintly brows are shed.' 

And still my heart sang loudly, 
How fair soe'er she be, 

Tho' all unmeet, this maiden sweet 
Has said she loves but me. 
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SONG 

'TwAS in the shady gloaming 
When first I heard his feet, 

The blue, blue skies grew solemn 
Above the heavy wheat. 

And he came down the pathway 
Where scarlet poppies grew. 

And yellow corn made rustling 
As glad to let him through. 

'Twas in the bitter winter 
That my love went away, 

The cold was long and cruel. 
The snow fell fast that day. 

They bore him down the pathway, 
The poppies all were dead, 

And barren fields looked upward 
To sullen skies o'erhead. 
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SONG 

Soft summer breezes that whisper above her, 

Blowing the branches backward and fro, 
Sweetness all round her, and some one to love 
her, 
Murmuring promises tender and low. 
' In shining and shading, 
Through blowing, through fading, 
Trust me to love thee, wherever I go.' 



Winds blowing wildly through branches that 
shudder, 
Lonely she wanders o'er leaf-scattered way ; 
Out on the ocean, lost anchor and rudder. 
Boat tossing wildly 'mid billows and spray. 
' In tempest and terror. 
From danger and error. 
Save him and keep him, my sailor, I pray ! ' 
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Sun shining brightly on sails that are filling 

Fair to the spring winds that blow o'er the sea, 
Warmly on woods wherc'the tree-tops are thrilling, 
Bursting once more into greenness and glee. 
And some one is singing, 
' The blue waves are bringing, 
Bearing and bringing my darling to me.' 
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TRUST WINNETH TROTH 

The lasses talk, 'tis all their theme, 

Of rings and posies rare. 
Of wedding braws, of vows and sighs, 

Of locks of lovers' hair. 
Of true love-knots of ribbon blue, 

Of silver coins in twain — 
They ken not of the love that makes 

All signs of love seem vain. 



They laugh to scorn my simple mind 

That thinks a lad will bide 
Aye faithful still ayont the seas, 

Through a' the world so wide ; 
They bid me think how mony here 

Wi' me would gladly wed, 
And whiles they say my soldier 's false, 

And whiles they say he 's dead. 
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Within my eyes he looked but once, 

But once his love he told ; 
But on my lips the kiss he laid, 

My heart for him doth hold. 
They ken not how his trust hath won 

The troth that lasts for life, 
And how 'twere mair his love to be 

Than e'er another's wife. 
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A RAIN SONG 

The clouds are breaking, 
Tlie rain is passing, 
And soon the sun will be shining, 
Sweet wife. 
Our cares harassing 
To wing are taking. 
An end to pinching and pining, 
Sweet wife. 



Behind the marking 
The sun was sunny. 
Though we almost believed him lost, 
Sweet wife ; 
And gold the money 
Behind the working. 
That was sweeter for what it cost, 
Sweet wife. 
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With toil I made it, 
I '11 not deny it, 
The hand and the head used to tire. 
Sweet wife. 
But what could buy it ? — 
The smile that paid t, 
And left me no more to desire, 
Sweet wife ! 
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THE STILE IN THE FIELDS 

Among the wild June roses 

The meeting-stile was set, 
The grass and ox-eyed daisies 

Grew round it dewy wet ; 
Sat two on it together 

Where now sits only one, 
The heavy clouds blew over, 

And out the sweet sun shone. 

Among the empty rose-sprays 

The stile is standing yet, 
The grass and ox-eyed daisies 

Grow round it dewy wet ; 
But o'er the two that parted 

While low the sweet sun shone, 
The heavy clouds have gathered, 

The light of life has gone. 
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LOVE IN WINTER 

Though trees grow black and bare, 
Yet Love is in the air ; 
Though trees grow bare and black, 
Sweet pleasance doth not lack, 
For Love is in the air, 
Ah, Love is fair ! 

Though wintry skies are red, 
And all the leaves are dead. 
Though frost and iceband come, 
Frank Love is never dumb, 
Ah, Love ! he said 
Winter 's time to wed. 
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LATE LOVE 

He gave me his love to keep, 

And I kept it true, 
His grave grows green where I weep,- 

Shall I smile for you ? 
I gave you my love to keep, 

And you let it die, 
Can I wake it now from sleep ? — 

I shall not try. 

He gave me his heart and his name, 

And I gave him truth, 
There was no love left for a flame 

Like the fire of youth. 
I gave you with lavish hand, 

I gave my best ; 
But now at his grave I stand. 

He shall keep the rest. 
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TIME 

Jrey evening on the sea 

Comes stealing fast, 
Taint stars look out and shine, 

The fair moon last. 

Shadows upon the shore 

Grow black and deep, 
iilent the dewy fields. 

The earth asleep. 

rime for the heart's dead thoughts 

To stir and wake, 
L,eisure for happy dreams 

We used to make. 

stillness that love may tell 

Of days long fled, 
S.oom for the tears to fall 

We have not shed. 
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SONNET 

I DREAMED of lovc that had no end, 
That death and parting could not touch, 
And gladly thought my love is such, 
My heart beats thus for my sweet friend. 
My love is upright, it no blast can bend. 
It needs not custom as a propping crutch. 
Or presence of my loved one ; joy is much. 
But love that is love does not so depend 
On what a frailer thing will count a need. 
Then woke I, and the world had grown all bare, 
My friend was gone, and I was poor indeed. 
But still my dream lasts true ; my love as fair. 
As precious seems, though God has not decreed 
That here together we our life shall share. 
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FOR LATER LOVE 

Must love be only what youth dreamed 

In rude, unconscious pride, 
The wild, impassioned, selfish love 

That casts all else aside ? 

That loud demands the first and best. 
The choicest flower earth yields, 

That will receive no lesser gift 
Than first-fruits of the fields ? 

Is she not love that stooping comes 
With patient smile and sweet. 

That gladly bends to lift the ears 
Crushed by the reapers' feet ? 

That gleans the scattered corn of joy 

Into a sheaf of bliss, 
And, haply, with a harvest mirth 

The first blithe reapers miss ? 
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A SONG OF THE TIMES 

Only for thirty years 

A faithful wife, 
All her best gifts ungrudged 

To bless his life, 
for him her maiden love, 

Her gracious youth ; 
For him her tender prayers, 

Her wifely truth. 



Only for thirty years, 

Ah ! fast they flew. 
As many weeks o'erwept 

She has her due. 
Sorrow has lasted long, , 

Costly men's tears. 
Each precious drop that falls 

Outweighs her years. 
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Fitting that he should turn 

To other ties : 
Why should he mourn so long 

O'er such dim eyes ? 
She always sought for him 

Pleasure and peace, 
Comfort and household ease : 

Why should they cease ? 

Only for thirty years ! 

And then she died, 
With sweeter smile than that 

She wore his bride. 
She and her loving both. 

That were so kind 
Over their service here, 

Pass out of mind. 
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ON SOME POEMS 

The land was white with snowy thorn, 

With golden gorse ablaze, 
And with the sudden summer came 

My poet's book of lays. 

The river's ripple in my ear. 
The shining depths o'erhead. 

All scents and sounds and tender words 
Were blended as I read. 

All life seemed narrowed into love, 

All blessedness to bliss, 
All hope, all longing, all despair 

Contented by a kiss ! 

And I had listened, ah, so long ! 

With half-unconscious ear. 
Though many voices spoke aright, 

This other voice to hear — 
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This voice that with its gallant words 
Should make the whole world see 

How holy and how high a thing 
A poet's song should be. 

Sweet songs are these, as dainty fresh 

As bloom of hawthorn bough, 
Yet foolish I am not content, 

I need not listen now ! 
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GREETING 

A STEP, a glance, a meeting eye, 

I had no time to wait ; 
A passing smile, a little chance, 

How small a thing is fate ! 

No fault of mine, no blame of his, 
He came when I must go ; 

Only some words we never said. 
Nothing that one could know. 
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DULNESS 

Walking on a stony streetway, 
Mud and mire for feet to tread, 

Winter airs of fog about us, 
Skies of greyness overhead. 

All alonej but for each other, 
Friendly greetings growing few ; 

Path and passers dull and lifeless, 
Old things turning into new. 

Faces still familiar, surely 

Changed from what they used to be, 
Flash and brightness vanished somehow- 

Are they altered eyes that see ? 
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MEMORIES 

See through the beech-tops 

Breezes at last, 
Long o'er the green grass 

Shadows are cast. 
Sultry was noonday, 

Heavy with heat, 
Down 'mid the carselands 

Golden of wheat. 
Cool is the twilight, 

Calmful repose. 
Softly sound cawing 

Home-going crows. 
Windows above me 

Vacant and cold. 
Door standing open 

Still, as of old. 
Light of the sunset 

Gleams on the stair, 
Gleams but to show me 
No one is there. 
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No one is coming 

Quick through the hall, 
No one would hear me 

Now, did I call. 
Chambers all empty, 

Owners away. 
Each had an inmate 

Once on a day. 
Names once familiar 

Now never said. 
Save with soft murmur, 

* All of them dead.' 
Done is their day's work. 

Daylight all spent, 
Done be it better. 

Worse than they meant. 
Over the morning, 

Over the noon, 
Calm of the gloaming 

Came for them soon. 
Now at the nightfall, 

Sitting alone. 
Through the house hear I 

Those that are gone. 
Like to a harp's strings 

Suddenly stirred. 
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Chords of remembrance 

Wake at a word ; 
Round me come treading 

Footsteps I know, 
Voices I loved once, 

Hushed long ago ; 
Cheery boy^chatter. 

Laughing and tears, 
Jokes that lie buried 

Deep in the years ; 
Tenderest visions 

Precious and rare, 
Day would efface ye. 

Scorching in glare. 
But when the mist-veils 

Creep through the trees, 
But when the coolness 

Comes on the breeze ; 
Then through the stillness. 

Spirits of light 
Drop from their heaven 

To gladden the night. 
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CLOUDS 

The weary way that lightens not, 
^,The clouds that do not lift, 
The world that reels upon its path, 
The stars and souls that drift. 
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ASIDE 

A LITTLE range, a garden plot 

Is mine to tend and keep, 
One sweet rose blowing in the midst, 

Few pansies velvet-deep. 

A tall white lily in the spring, 

A primrose cluster pale. 
Red apples in the harvest-time, 

If promise doth not fail. 

The silent forests stand apart 
Where solemn shadows stay, 

The waving cornfields bloom and flush 
With scarlet poppies gay. 

I overlean my garden hedge. 
My hardy flowers are sweet, 

My eyes can reach the forest gloom 
Where arching branches meet. 



ASIDE loi 

The wind-borne song is in my ears 

Of reapers far below, 
Their miisic sounds like happiness, 

Their words I fain would know. 

I strain my ears that song to catch, 

My eyes to pierce that shade; 
My garden seemeth small and poor. 

By unskilled planters made. 

The sorrow and the joy alike, 

The mystery and mirth, 
Are parted from my quiet place, 

My corner of the earth. 
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AT TUMMEL BRIDGE 

The moor grows purple dim, 

The sun red dies, 
Only a golden glow 

Still lights the skies. 

We wander down the road. 
The path stone-white. 

Alone and very still. 
All round falls night. 

The August heather scents 
The air, grown chill. 

One star looks out behind 
The bare black hill. 

The river flows between 
Its banks birch-hung. 

The silent night hath hushed 
Its brawling tongue. 
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The hills are lying deep 

In shadowed peace, 
All through the lonely glen 

Day's noises cease. 
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W. E. G. 

EDINBURGH, NOVEMBER 1879 

The true and tender North has found her tongue, — 
Her quiet heart had always beat for him ; 
She knew her hero when the Hghts were dim : 
So, in November eves her people hung 
About the wintry streets ; no bells were rung 
To mark his coming, and no cannons fired. 
But one long shout told that the long-desired 
Was come at last, and half a city flung 
Her soul into the greeting, when the light 
Flashed through the shadow on the good grey head 
And stalwart shoulders of her steadfast knight. 
And now the phalanx of his foes hath fled. 
And fickle London shouts for him to-night, 
But our love lasted when all else seemed dead. 
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A STATESMAN 

As one clear star amid a world of mist, 
One blue glimpse breaking through a cloudy sky ; 
As one tall pine that lifts its rough stem high 
Upon a northern hill the clouds have kissed, — 
So, lone in oneness stands and shines his soul, 
A single beacon when the rough seas roll. 
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'DULCE ET DECORUM EST 
PRO PATRIA MORI ' ^ 

JUNE 9TH, 1857 

Through tall windows comes the murftiur 

Of boy voices o'er their books, 
High in old scholastic elm-tops 

Sounds the cawing of the rooks. 
' Dulce, dulce et decorum,' 

In boy-treble clear and high; 
' For one's country sweet and seemly, 

Sweet and seemly 'tis to die.' 

Weary march through Indian noon-day 
O'er the glowing, scorching sand, 

March to save the flag of England 
From the heathen's rebel hand. 

• Death of Lieutenant Quintin Battye. 'As the young 
hero lay dying, he said, with a smile on his handsome face, 
" Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori," and so ended his brief 
and honourable career.' — Kayb's Sepoy War, vol. ii. p. 470. 
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Gallant hearts upheld with hoping 

As the battle-hour draws nigh, 
Sweet is life and sweet is glory, 

Hard and bitter 'tis to die ! 

'Neath the canvas curtain, gasping, 

Cut and maimed by Sepoy swords. 
Through the mortal pain and weakness 

Softly sound the murmured words. 
Borne on breath of cool home breezes, 

Blowing 'neath the dear home sky : 
' For one's country sweet and seemly, 

Sweet and seemly 'tis to die.' 
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THE FROZEN LAND 

Far off a dreary land there lies 

Amid the Polar glooms, 
Its barren coasts gleam ghastly now, 

A silent place of tombs. 

Grown sacred all that shingly shore. 

Those voiceless reaches vast, 
Where once to death a fainting few 

Of England's bravest past ; 

Where here and there a crumbling cairn 
The twofold use has found — 

One year to point their path of hope, 
The next their burial-ground. 

Ah ! easy 'twere great deeds to do 

Beneath a smiling sky ; 
In light and warmth, 'twould almost seem 

A simple thing to die ! — 
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But other far a steadfast mind, 

A gallant heart to keep. 
Where icy winds come howling o'er 

A boundless frozen deep ; 



To leave behind the goodly ships , 
That never more should feel 

The joyous sweep of rushing waves 
Beneath a home-bound keel. 



No triumph theirs of hoping sweet 

The laurel crown to gain, 
Not theirs to see, when death drew nigh, 

They had not died in vain. 

They knew not that to England's sight 

No nobler trophies rise, 
Than those few stones her children reared 

Beneath the Arctic skies. 



Not theirs to know each mossy pile 
In England's heart should find 

A dearer place than kingly tombs 
In sculptured marble shrined j 
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That age to age the tale should tell 
Of those who gave their best ; 

Ungrudging hearts rewarded now, 
Unwearied hands at rest. 
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FAIR HELEN OF KIRKCONNEL 

A PEASANT maid they deem her, O sad tale ! 

Old, half-forgotten chronicle of woe. 

Sweet in its sadness, softly told and low 

In the dark autumn eves, while wild did wail 

The wind about the peel-tower, and the gale 

On Helen's grave the rowan leaves might blow. 

Dark border tale of gallant friend and foe. 

Of heart that maddened lest its hope should fail; 

Of fatal shot that found its fatal rest 

In the dear bosom of his own white dove, 

Who died by hands that fain had served her best. 

Wild, stormy ending of an ancient love. 

When bloody death made close to ceaseless quest, 

While she lay sleeping whom no strife could move. 
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llENRY COCKBURN 

ON READING HIS JOURNALS 

His own fair town in summer bloom, 

Her gardens shaded deep, 
While down the sunny streets he loved 

The old soft breezes sweep. 

New footsteps tread familiar ways, 

New faces fill the town, 
New voices rule in church and court, 

New judges wear the gown. 

O true heart strugghng to the light 
Through mists from earth that rose, 

O kindly voice that speaks once more 
Fair praise to friends and foes ! 

We start to hear those eager tones, 
We, cold and careless grown. 

Too dull to grieve o'er gallant days 
Whose wealth of wit has flown. 
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We only feel with dumb regret, 

That in this later life 
We, sharing in the spoils, have lost 

The gladness of the strife. 



H 
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A SEALED PACKET 



'So one day in 1862, twenty years after Arthur 
Conolly's death, it (his prayer-book) was left at the 
door of his sister, Mrs. Macnaghten, in Eaton Place.' 



Twenty summers waning 

Into autumn bare, 
Twenty winters leaving 

Him' so lonely there. 
All the sweet youth loving 

Put away so far, 
'Mid the things unneeded 

In the days that are. 
New lives come to fulness, 

Thinking nought of him, 
Save as saintly shadow 

Far in places dim ; 
Walking, robed in glory, 

'Mid the martyr-band. 
Striking notes of triumph. 

Golden harp in hand ; 
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Knowing not the longing 

For the vanished face, 
Seeing not how vacant 

Seems his empty place ; 
Never starting, sudden. 

As some stranger-tone 
Echoes faintly accents 

Dearer than its own. 



A packet laid in trembling hands 
That grasp but hardly feel, 

A bowed head raining silent tears 
Upon the broken seal j 



For tender clasp of brother hands, 

The brother love of old, 
That made the earth a homely place, 

That now has grown so cold. 



Ah ! years have passed and blessings been, 

And sorrows come in store, 
Since last his footfall died away 

In turning from the door. 
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But still they flash, those eager eyes, 
From lengths of life grown dim. 

And starlike shine through cloudy days 
Whose sun was lost with him. 



The old fresh love of youth springs up, 

The love that never dies. 
As to the touch of rev'rent hands 

The treasure open lies. 

A little book, its gilding gone, 
A well-worn book of prayer. 

The yellow leaves fly back to show 
The dear name written there ; 

And down the marges faintly traced 
In ink by years imbrowned, 

And blurred by mists of tears between. 
His farewell words are found. 



The cruel silence broken now 
That seemed to set him far 

Beyond the reach of human love, 
Where saints and martyrs are. 



A SEALED PACKET 117 

The dreary dungeon fills with light, 

The nameless horrors fade 
Before such simple words of cheer, 

A heart so undismayed. 

His reckonings closed, his business done, 

Remembering every friend ; 
The space filled up, he clasps the book 

And waits what God may send. 



The waving trees cool shadows threw, 
Soft played the breeze of June, 

And o'er the English landscape lay 
The stillness of the noon ; 

And o'er the sea the same noon sun 
Beat down with broader blaze, 

Upon an Eastern city thronged 
With idlers come to gaze. 

Two captives bound, for death led out. 

Each by an open grave. 
An eager voice that ringeth yet. 

Thank God for words so brave ! 
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' Have courage, brother, we shall meet 

In Paradise, Him nigh ! 
Better to die for Christ's dear sake 

Than live and Him deny ! ' 

The gleaming knife uplifted shone, 
And twice it flashed and fell ; 

And soft they sleep in unknown graves. 
Who kept the faith so well. 



Colonel Stoddart and Captain Conolly weie put to death 
at Bokhara by order of the Ameer on June 17th, 1842. See 
Kaye's Lives of Indian Officers. 
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'I GO, I GO— AWAY I GO— I GO, I GO' 

MARY, FIRST PRINCESS OF GREAT BRITAIN, 
DIED 1607 

Sweet baby lips, that prattling part 

Strange, simple words to say. 
Life's deepest lesson learned the first, 

' I go, I go away.' 

One little year and six short months 

A royal babe to play. 
And then for better kingdom fit, 

' I go, I go away.' 

For ever safe from lurking ills 

That round her cradle lay. 
She softly sleeps 'mid buried kings 

Who each have gone their way. 
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FOR PRODIGALS 

From the warm enclosed garden, 

From the Father's house so still, 
Where the sun shines ever brightly 

On sheltered vale and hill ; 
From the sweet, sequestered quiet 

Where scarce a leaf is stirred, 
An eager ear is straining 

To catch the whispered word : 
' Come forth and live thy life out, 

Come forth and rule thy soul ; 
How canst thou stay contented, 

And eat thy daily dole ? 
The world is fair and fruitful, 

The world was made for thee ; 
Come, and assume thy birthright. 

Thy throne and kingdom see.' 



The Father's house is far away. 
The country cold and drear ; 
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There is no care for wandering souls, 

No love for lost ones here. 
The play is played, the lights gone out, 

The friends and lovers fled ; 
No hope, no help for hungry heart. 

No place for weary head. 



' I will arise and go ' ; 

The road is hard to trace. 
The way is rough that leadeth back 

From out this desert place. 
Sad wastes stretch on before him, 

Whence rise on every hand 
The dreary ghosts of pleasures past, 

A homeless, hopeless band. 
And yet a great way off 

(The Father's eyes are keen) 
Across the dismal, haunted wild, 

From all that lies between. 
From years of wasted life, ■ 

From folly and from sin, 
The Father's arms are open still 

To take the wanderer in. 
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SORROW 

A SUDDEN Stroke of God may come, 
A sudden grief, our hearts are dumb — 
Some sorrows will not pass. 

A tempest hot of heavy tears, 
And then the touch of healing years — 
Some sorrows will not pass. 

I do remind me of a day 
Whose sorrows have not moved away — 
Some sorrows will not pass. 

Since when, tho' earth lights all are dim, 
God's heaven has seemed less vague for him- 
Some sorrows will not pass. 

Some hearts are broken to the end. 
Some homes have lost their last-loved friend- 
Some sorrows will not pass. 
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LOSS 

My heart to me a garden was 
Where homely flowers had grown, 

I chose me none too rare and fine, 
I only watched my own. 

Their sweetness was enough for me, 

I wished no brilliant bloom. 
They grew and grew, till year by year 

They filled the vacant room. 

But passing hands have stooped and torn 
My plants from out their bed. 

And now great empty places show 
How far their leaves had spread. 
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'ALL WE, LIKE SHEEP, HAVE GONE 
ASTRAY' 

Except the Lord went out to seek. 

Still lost and strayed were we ; 
Ah, Shepherd ! wide the moorland waste 

That Thou didst search for me. 
Long was the day 'mid scorching heat, 

Deep in the moors I lay, 
A feeble, half-grown, silly sheep, 

With only strength to stray. 
And still they wander from the flock, 

Poor weaklings such as I, 
That are not worth the seeking for, 

But in one Shepherd's eye. 
So broad and fair the pastures green ! 

So clear the beaten track ! 
So wilful they that wander off! 

Ah, Christ ! but bring them back ! 
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Good Shepherd, follow where they roam ; 

With nightfall cometh fear — 
They will be glad to hear Thy voice, 

With wolves and darkness near. 
Their fleeces stained with mud and moss, 

Only for cleansing meet. 
Helpless at last they '11 stagger home 

Behind Thy tireless feet. 
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UNBELIEF 

Thou, that knewest doubt and sorrow ! 

Thou, that diedst on the tree ! 
Thou, that livest now for ever ! 

Jesus, Saviour, strengthen me ! 

When in sinful unbelieving. 
Doubting where I cannot see, 

All my love and hope seem dying. 
Holy Spirit, breathe in me ! 

Give me faith Thy truth to trust in, 
Bid the mocking spirits flee ; 

Let no blessing pass my loved ones 
For a faithless heart in me ! 
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TIMES OF BLESSING 

New bursts of holy gladness, 

Fresh themes for joy and praise, 
A gallant army's ranks that fill, 

Young arms Christ's banner raise. 
Christ's kingdom come in glory, 

Ah ! fair and blessed sight ! 
Young eager hearts enlisting 

To join the holy fight. 

Meek heads that bow in sorrow, 

Sad eyes grown used to weep, 
While lips may join in hymns of hope, 

Heart-sorrow will not sleep ; 
Hymns that lose half their sweetness. 

Ah ! holy home so fair. 
Eternal triumph marching on. 

Their dearest will not share. 
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MARK IX. 17 

' An evil spirit 's in my son, 

It rends him even now, 
And Thy disciples could not cure, 

Great Master, pity Thou.' 

' Ah ! faithless ones, how long shall I 

Your unbelieving see ? 
Poor father, fear not for thy son, 

But bring him unto Me.' 

He knew not of his wretched case. 

He sought not for relief; 
The father of the child, with tears, 

Cried, ' Help mine unbelief ! ' 

Our^dearest will not call for help. 
They know not of their need ; 

Ah ! tender words the Lord hath left 
To comfort those who plead. 
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Without the poor possessed-one's prayer, 

While yet his lips were dumb, 
The father's yearning cry was heard. 

The blessed cure had come. 

So to Thy feet, by faith and prayer, 

When we no help can see. 
We bring them and we leave them there, 

O Blessed Lord, with Thee. 
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'A CLOUD COVERED THE MOUNT' 

Look down on us, good Lord, and see 
How much Thy love we need, 

How hard and sapless are the husks 
On which Thy people feed. 

The dearest names so glibly said, 

The holy made profane, 
The depths of all Thy counsel plumbed, 

Rough places all so plain. 

Reveal Thyself to us, good Lord, 

But in Thy way of old, 
Still veil Thy forehead in the mist. 

In clouds Thy glory fold. 

Still keep the secret of Thy love, 

Still let Thy mystic grace 
Draw softly with unearthly spell 

Up to Thy holy place. 
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Still let the many mansions stand, 

An unimagined bliss, 
The shining home that faithful souls 

Have dreamed, yet feared to miss. 

Still let the bread of heaven be hid, 

The new name unrevealed, 
Nor idly to a curious throng 

Its mystic meaning yield. 

Still let the heaven of God be all 

Our earthly faith believed, 
More than our earthly eyes have seen. 

Our earthly hearts conceived. 



September 1888. 
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'WHERE IS THE PROMISE OF HIS 
COMING?' 

Another spring makes green 

The bare and blackened trees, 
Another summer's sultry breath 

Brings languor and disease. 
Again the weary earth 

With battle-fires is red, 
Again Christ's half-despairing folk 

Look up and lift the head. 
Famine and fever come, 

Sorrow and death make stay, 
Fierce foes are strong, and friends are few, 

Why doth the Lord delay ? 
All things continue still. 

Hatred, and grief, and wrong. 
Thy blood-stained earth maies moan to Thee, 

How long, O Lord, how long ! 
Thy whole creation groans, 

O righteous King, make speed, 
O Crowned Christ, come back and save 

Thy people in their need ! 
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BRAEMAR 



PSALM CXXV. 2 



The purple mountains steadfast stand, 

Unwearied watchers they, 
Mute witnesses for God on earth. 

Though all things pass away. 
Their lofty heads, their faces calm, 

Unmoved by wintry blast. 
By summer heat, by wind and storm. 

By light and shadow cast. 
They rise the same in morning light, 

The same in sunset glow, 
Now clothed in crimson by the heath. 

Now white with virgin snow; 
Their forms unchanged, their places fixed. 

Their work well done and sure, 
They teach that, like the lasting hills, 

God's faithful mercies 'dure. 
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NIGHTFALL 

Done is the long day's work, 
Done, for the light is spent ; 

Well done or ill done, over for aye, 
Better or worse than we meant. 

Falling the shadows around, 
No stars to gleam on the way. 

Night-mists that rise from the ground. 
Shrouding and hiding the day. 

Cover it up and forget, 

Close round the fire burning clear. 
Light all the lamps while we may, 

Darkness nor gloom enters here. 

Nightfall must come for us once. 
The sun shall set in the skies, 

Rising in glory again, 
Shining on heavy closed eyes. 
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The nightfall shall come in its time, 
When we shall not need to awake ; 

No task will remain to be done, 
No work for our fingers to make. 



No night-wind shall trouble our rest, 
No moonshine shall cause us to stir. 

But we shall be quiet and still, 
Our faces turned full upon her. 



The stars shall look into the room. 
Perhaps through that window you see, 

And we shall not care to look up. 
So sound shall our slumbering be. 



The weary head quiet at last. 

Life's struggles and hopings all done. 
Gone back to the days of our youth. 

And going to bed with the sun. 



Over the morning of playing, 

Forgotten the thirst and the heat, 

Nought but the calm of the gloaming, 
The joy of the home-coming feet ; 



136 SONGS OF TWO HOMES 

Peace and the resting from labour, 
Dreams sent to brighten the rest, 

Till, waking from sleep, we arouse us 
In heaven, the last and the best. 
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DISCONTENT 

So long a life that stretches on, 

Yef some lives are not so ; 
So little good when all is done, 

Leave that for God to know. 
No room for me, no heart to love. 

Best love may come but late ; 
Far better I in heaven above, 

Yet here He bids you wait. 
Each year I grow more hard and cold. 

Hard hearts He maketh soft ; 
None want the lonely and the old, 

Christ needeth such most oft. 
Young happy hearts will serve Him best, 

A man of sorrows He ; 
I cannot work to win my rest. 

The rest He won for thee. 
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'HEAVEN IS GROWING DEARER' 

Yes, heaven is growing dearer, 

No more a glory far, 
The home-like city is for us 

Where many mansions are. 

The faces that on us have smiled. 

The voices that we heard. 
Make music in the heavenly hymns. 

Make bright the place prepared. 

Ours are the streets that empty seem 
Since life has changed its sphere. 

Above, the friendly citizens 
The unknown faces here. 
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PEACE 

Just to be all alone and quiet lie 

Upon my bed, 
With heart to stillness soothed, incurious eye, 

And resting head. 

To hear the sparrows waking at the call 

Of new-born day, 
The pleasant twitter of the birds chase all 

Night fears away. 

To know that on the slopes the trees grow green 

For summer's shade. 
Life waking up to be as it has been, 

Whoe'er may fade. 

To know above me One that will not cease 

To keep things right. 
Then close my eyes in an unbroken peace 

For day or night. 
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